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She stood ot he

window a:d he wet stiect to
the row of bulldings epposite. Berord {hen
were ihe siany river and the old gray b
wadied ueswy by the mist aud b
the tal! mill chimbers which (he
beat Lack 1o egrth souin, ]
the atmesphere of the old town |
thing theut tried {o rise: s it
it feitera] by it though i1 »
Her girliool had slipped away th _
days when che was Yoo hapoy 1o nalice, tareugh
busy dayvs too full of care for her to think how
they spd. and she w twenty-nine now.
Was her life seitling down like one of these
gray aftersoons that oanly prow gn and
dyearier vitil the night blottod them out? she
mdt:l'c &,

Was thore nothing for her bhut this dull tire-

some round? Out in the great busy world
wyere gravd men and wormen living beaulifol
Bives snd doing noble work.
§n contac! with them ! if she could escape from
this dwaried, commonplice existence, and find
for hers=f the golden opporimnity somewheore !
Bhe turned from the window with a sudden
determination,

“Why =honld I always stay here, and be

mdent 4nd economical, simply beeausa I have
m tiurht o do s0? Megring” ghe =aid,
when the door opened, “T am going away when
wacaiion comes.”

“Sakes!" commented Meggins,
SWhere?”

*1 do net know yet”

Tom would help her to decide that, she re-
flected. Deur old Tom! She did net expect
e would understand her vazue unrest. He
was contcat with his place as overseer in the
soills; with Jooking after the work-people, set-
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cariness of them have
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locidly.

whetls moving. But whether he understood
wor not, he would help her as he bad alwars
dope. He had never falled her in all the yvears
since they were children fogether.  His watch-
ful glance sourht ber windows daily as he
rl-d to and fro, and his hand was eonstantly

mring some token of remembrance in the
ghape of choice fruit or a elusier of flowers on
ber sill. And Tom 4id not care for flowers
either, or shesupposed he did not, because he

| InE io

lwwas d ‘I'

| been resarded

If she conld eoine |

ment conecsrning ¢omething that sonnded like |

“moceasins
s 1. Ti fin

seat azain,

or *““hogssheads” Margaret

440 T2
VLT e

T o minutes later the door banzed

cap glared full ‘upen her, and a hoarse voice
shouted, more distinetly,
“{Uhange enrs for Noxton and Meadville”
“1s that the for Noxton ™' asked Mar-

| BLg
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one. “Wish Susan 'd wear shiny ribhons and

| stars, only she ¢ 0°t, ‘ cause—she’s Suzan, She's

ted, and sotiled quietly in her |

good, she is.” ho added, with aflash of his dark

| eves into Margaret's face as if she had ques-
once more, a pair of eyes under a gilt-bunded

| irls

| his chin between his emall palms,

fes, "m. Thore's vour train, right scross |

Ouly stop five minutes.

And she was burried away in the jostling
o, aud found herself breathless on board
train just as it bezan to move, It
shorter ey than sho had expocted.
had miscalenlated the time by an hour
or more, she sqid to herseif, when Iater in the
' lestination was annooneed, sl
seif standing on the platforin of
tendine little station, while the shriek-
rashed away on itscourse. She
nted in her first view of the place,
tremely quiet and counntry-like, a
d 1o be the only passenger who
etopped th N sign ¥ awaiting
heér or of any convs van e rewsrded her anxio

slaneces, and she hed a boy who, per
in the window of the rude i
ing 2 pair of muddy boots avd comfortably
whit
* This is Noxton, isn't it

LT

raoon ner a
. temrel |
sullsi 1

af
' L
0 SANe
1t was ox
1

Bl NeCile

ere of any one
us
appro
huailding, was swing-

tling.
9N
A e
“Aren't ¥you sure about it
ol l-?*’ ‘} Lo !‘l‘; 3'.}7. Y& Boe,
been up to towan "teadin® some |
about "em: him
Crrhogestlicism

nothin’”

=)

clures, an’ he's
dail me's 4n

deny

told moe

an’ now

we don't imlirm nor

tioned the statement. * Do there be boys and
to play with where you live?" he asked.
“ Pleaty of them. 1 had a whele roomful.”
“Wish I had some,” mused Billy, wistfully,
restinig his elbows on his knees, and settling
“We'd
play ball—uo,” surveying his lame foot, “they’d
play ball, and I'd tell "em to sing.”

“Billy,” called a voice from within the

. |
honse—a voice ke the woman’s fuce, not ex- |

nectly harsh, but as if the wear and tear of life

| hiad left no rovin for softness.

d |

had |

| sider interesting.

brother Jim has |

The reply, though upsatisfactory, might have |

that sbe

1 L

as an evidenes
]I?"'ix'llfll" che gréal coanlers
culture, but 1 et was in no mooed
precigte it in that asspect, and she remark
with ti i1 wis wont

wiard refiact

wWas ap-
"™
4abita
'.:IJ-
ed,

10 assaue o=

) mznt
b

to

LY Sihe

Y panils:
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| places

“If you ever konow the pame of the place, |

you know it now, of course. feil me
where Mr, Grey lives?"”

The boy twisted his tors
wavered between
gratily an anx
ging 19 Hlt
compromisod.

“Weall, T won't say as there is a M. Grey, an’
I won't suy as there ain't; but she lives in that
sguare house up on 1o the hiil”
ho is “she 2
Miss G

Marza
i"'r! hior tr

ran
MASE

{Can you

desire to
ter truth and his
acyuircments. He

# good-natured
:'<-!'»1‘.:|T<..
¢nt

101 ais IV

rot rofle
k.

age in
peared norelinble

ted & moment, looked vainly
- < :

) R s i
and consicensd the stufsler an
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informati
- 3 - oy =5 N o A&
She tnrned to the boy again and proffered a
Lit of silyer.
“1wili give ym
1 '

1 F 1 ! - 1 far aird "
Whom she cousd appedl Ior a or

thi

rap up to that house.”

he stiaw hat sparkled, and
r owner forgol his new mistiness in abso-

Jute cortainty.
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straw hat, and |

*Comin', Susan,” the child answered, soberly,
and hobbled away,

Sleep could comfortably oecupy the night,
but what to do with the lonz hours of the
iorenoon was o problem thst greeted Margaret
with the morning sunulight. She tried to solve
it &t the breakiust table.

“1 think I must explore your village while
I stay. Are there any places of special inter-
est?”

“Well, I don’t know. I've heard they was
havin® meetin's every day at the little charch
across the run,” suggested Miss Grey, in evident
vacertainty as to what her visitor might con-
“Then there's the hills;
soine falks like to wander round over them.”

Margaret decided to try the hills; but her
pleasant rambling was abruptly terminated by

a dosh of ruin that forced her to seck speady |

shelter.  An isolated building with an open
porfico was fortunately not far from her path;
but it was only when she had reached it, and

her trunk arrived, and she took from it one
day a porticlio of & tché'sland drawing mate-
rials, he looked frq:g?. Aheg pictures to her face
with a wondering, tyemblihg eagerness.

“That looks like semething a little lame
boy could play if he Knew how,” he said,
clasping and unclasping his small brown hands
in a fremor of excitement

“ He shall try,” smiled Margarct, won by the
pleading eyes. Mt

That was the beginning of many lessons, in
which a new world opened to Billy, and Mar-
guret quite forgot that she had left home to find
rest from teaching. There were many things
forgotten in those slow, quiet days. Her vague
unrest, her feverish ambition, scemed selfish
and ignoble in the: presence of this strong,
brave life before her—such a hard, homely life
that she conld scarcely understand her own
interest in it

She had written home nothing of the acci-
dent that had befallen her, but only indefinitely
of a “mnecessary change of plan.” There was
no need that any one should be anxious about
ber or grieve at her disappointment, and there
wis one who would do both, she remembered,
with a littie thrill at her heart. Some way she
was often reminded of Tom in these days. Now
that she was recovering, it was not so great a
disappointment, after all, to find that there
was no time left to carry out any part of her
original purpose.

“1 suppose you'll go away to-morrow,” said
Miss Grey, slowly, one evening, as she sorfed
and put aside the meager daily mail. “Waell,
we did live before you came—it ain’t more’n

| two months ago, either, thongh it seems so

was brushing the rain-drops from her clothing, |

tirat she discovered it to be “the little church
across the run.”

*1 shall have the satisfaction of doing both
of interesi, then—the hills and
*meetin’ ', she langhed softly to herself.

From beyond the half.epen door came the
stng-song way—a secsaw  style of clocution
Ll
pression, but inexorably sent one-half of ouch
nee up, and the other half down. When
the voice sank nothing but a murmuor reached
the door, but as it rose the worils

SNt

becaine

| aundible.

(T
%t

ble work? Try Nehemiuh's p

Useful work? Build on Nehemiah's ¢

Good intheworld? Follow Nehamial: - plan.”
AL first Margarct had only smiled at the

Y, DALY

tention,

H 8
LT

Of what was he talkiug?

| leaned forward, and eaught a glimnse of a thin,

person about the premises to |

M. |

. : 1
if you will earry my

I'd do it as guick as wink, marm, |

at kKeeps thisranch hadn't left me

it whil
ped on to tha

)y WalE Dack,

train you come
i 14 and he can't
do it for more'n haif an hour vet, nohow.”
Waiting (hore for a half-hour was not to
thougiut of, sand with grim dolermination Miss
Dean picked npthe art she had mentioned
aud march hill. Her dis
in the ]l;.lt': and ail its surroundi
mamently, and the stif sguare buouse, !
the hill-side, was not al all whae her fancy
had painied, though, indeed, it scarcely bore a
trace of ever having besn puinted in any way,
s0 gray and weather-stained it was,
“It Jooks as if they had barisd the baby in

i L

=
Ja=

i up the

the front yard,” commmented the lady, discon-
tentedly, as, standing on the steps, she noticed |
| a narrow oulong bed. stifly set with a few flow-

|
|

mever attempted to anziyze. or classify them— |

$hough, indeed, he was not in the babit of | Grey—

picking ooy of his pleasures
what they were made of. It was encagh {hat
ghe Jiked them. She smiled
béred whut authority her likes and dislikes
bore for Tam. He hafl eves eeasced to trouble
Berwith bis carnest wishthat their cousinly re-
Jationship mizht change 1o a teuderer one sinece
h

to pieces 1o sce

hftﬁilul w distasteiyl
Of course sach a thins oo nei be. He was
Joyal, Lruc-hiearted, “good as gold, but only
Oousin Tom, after ull” she 4 herself a
purt of the old Jife she was cager to escape
srom,

He looked around the pretty
fng while she told Lim her purposs, and only
hieeyee- s23d how pleasant and cozy he fouud
it or exivessed 8 wonder it her
$obeaway ; but she read the ki
38 Dalf inpatiently :

®It ien™t just & guestion «
farniture, or even of La
Wages, Toem; .
d et explain; you would nol und
3 could.”

“If you oould explain®
phasis ou the one word, which
gesented hadl she noticed it
stand wore than you thinl
Mot sayiag you are not righ
# changs, sud rest”

Bhe noitened at the name:
#lse who called ber Murzie

“You so I am prowing old " ghe said,
in l‘qu LS g ! e, *th : a ever to do any
m true work in the world - anvthing worth

ing. Im { found it.”

A sudden sngrestion les
€yes, bul it did pot pass
suid

a

il

3 Rt be
ansili

wk, aud answered
fa home gnd preity
vark and
it = sometlss e guite diferent.
if

graiand

13
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How i am

SV,

there was no one
W,

e

=0 Jast,

At —it 1§ t2me

his lips. Ie ouly
id, with vour fsce, Margie! Nonsense!”

Blhe finched and lavehed, woman-like. Of
gourse gbe liked to secin voung 1o Tom: but in
& moment she resumed, gravely '

#What 1 have suid is true, nevertheless, 1
want 1o go—somewherc. ] want to meci the
Feal, earpost, helpful lives of the world—to sce

what they sre doing—aud maybe I can figd a |
1t is ull vague yet, Tom, but

miche for myself,
Fou will help me, I know.”
Across Tom's prosaic Lrain flashed the mem-
ory of & pwsery rhywe they Lad long sgo
el tugether:
1 wesd to u place (1 do't know swhere),
To moet sotoebody (1 don't kuow who),
Wiio 10ld ;e something (1 dou't know svhat),
And thiol is the reason 1'1 noever tell you.”

We understand her far too well 1o quote it, or |

of those not
“to follow the
ng ahead and

E0i

to mrpne with her. She was one
unoonauen E#pirite who wisl
Jeadings of Providence by
sbowing the way.”

“Surcly, Margie,” he answered, stifling a
migh. *I shall miss you, though; you must
pemomber (hat”

The triflivg cireomstance of her not know-

m'aﬂi:: wlat she wanuled 1o do made it & |

it aud delicate tusk to aid her in doing
#t. But Tom did his best, sud by the help of
zallway guides, many disne-ions, and a fow
Jetters, they dGiscovered a Jovely little nook, not
Sl ANy Boloricty of its own to make it

Roo expensive for Miss Dean's exchequer, yot |

sufficiently near to notable places to allow of
wisiting themat will, In short, & guiet little
ey fremn whonce one wicbt josh out inte the
toness st pleasure, It suited ey porfocily,
p«-.m_ declared, and wits the first day of
PRoation she was ready 1o dejart.
Worthy Megginswiped Lor eves with a corner
ol her imrascniate apron, aud promised to take
cure of the plants. 1t was signifleant of
softcned feclings that she diznified them
By that neme instead of calling them “ green

£ " as wseal. Tom looked diseonsolate,
ret’s heart ewelled exultantly as she

waved ber farewell.  She watched with dreamy
 = the panvorupa of bill, hamlet, and wood
it flitied post her window that day,”and

?&#Iﬂ!g bours with visions, Ber opnor-
A

to |
find

“had come at last, and she meant to im-
it utmost. Bhe was froe; she
most and best ihe world Leld,

The ear door opened 10 séniit 8 meh of wind,

e

’I _‘.; e

.

with a slight em- |
she might have |
-“ 1 might under- |

as she remom- |

his plea was to her. |

ers, on one side of the walk, Then she discbv-
ered its counterpart on the other side, and
murmured,*“Twins!™ as she lifted the brass
Enocker of the old door.

A middle-aged, faded-haired woman, with a
birass thimble on her finger, answered the sum-
mons. It oceurred to Margaret at the first
glance that her fice bore a strong resemblance
to the ones she and Tom had long ago carved
from hickory-nuts.

*1 am Miss Dean,” she announced.

“Are vou?

“Yon did not send any ooe to fetch my bas-
gage,” Margarct continned, with a tone that
sugzgested reguissness in daty.

* I should s'pose not, as it isn’t mine—though
for that mafier I've had to fotch and carry my
own this many a year. 1 don't want to buy
anything either,” with a suspicious glance gt

he small satchel.

Margzarct looked at her in bewilderment.

“Yon do not understand. 1 am Miss Dean—
your boarder for the summer. You were ex-
pecting me, were you not? Perhaps"—with a
happy thought that this was probably only an
obiuse rustic servant—" if you shonld eall Mis,
-

“I'd bave to call a leng time: she's heen
dead this five wvears,” answered the portress,
without opening the deor an inch wider. *“I

wasn'l expectin’ you, beesuse T never heard of |
you before, and I don't want any boarders for |

the summer.”

Dusty, tired, “a stranger in a strange land,”
and the sun «inking low in the west, 8 sudden
dismnay seized Muargaret.

“It is very extraordinary,” she murmured, |

“There must be some mistake.

| have corresponded with & Mr. Grey of this

room that even- |

restless wish | ¢loser scr

place. and engaged a room for the suimmer.
. = = a ]

by at the depot directed me here,
“*Well. there's no Mr, Grey here.
Grey, neither more nor less™

T
ad bk A

Then, with a

| begun to glimmer on the hickory-nut face,

ks

I certainly |
| ret: she thonght of home and Tom.
A |
| the long sl
I'm Spsan |

| tivity,”
| once into the subject,
| the least enrprise at the guestion.

" guestioned the woman, calmly. |

|

v of her visitor's attire, a smile |

» he went up to the next | ad

long-hiaired
1 o movement that accorded with his
chanting toues.
“Don't wander round. Take Nehemiah's
plan.”
It w

satlow-izeed,

15 odd that just those words shonld come
in sueh @ place and way. She felt a tlit-
ish that sbe had tried the meeting car-
in a few woments the service
the brief shower ended together, and Margaret
1eft the portico as the prople began to come out.,
' r another nodded or spoke to her as
wed. It seemed to be the [ashion to

any one without ceremony,
sillow-faced minisier overtook

13 his tlock had done, Margaret

at him with a sudden impulse, and asked :
V hat was Nebiemiah's plan 2
* He wasan Israelitish woble, and the great
leader in rebuilding Jerusalem after the cap-
repiied thae stranger, plunging
and mneot manifesting

her, and

all

way of rebuilding the wall was to set each
man to building before his own house. No
one spent his time ranning around, putting in
a stone here and a stone there, teying to build
a little in every breach, or trying to find an
opening that just suited him, and build there ;
but every man took the work that was straight
before bim. If you want to do good work in
this world, try Nehaniah's plan,  If you want
to baild—"

The preacher had dropped into his chanting
tone; but just as Marguret began to realize
thaf she had called down the whole sermon
upon her devoted head, her foot slipped upon
a wet stone in the rough steep path, and she
fell.
self in vexation, but the first effort to rise
proved it something far worse.

her cotipanion asking if she were hart sounded
indistinet and far away, Some of the others
turned back. She scarcely noticed who came
or how they aided her, but she presently

| found berself at Miss Grey's, surrounded by a

syiapathizing group and a strong odor of cam-
phor.

“ A bad sprain like that is really worse than
a broken bone—at least it takes longer to heal,”

later, when he had examined and preseribed
for the wounded member. “It will be several
weeks before you can put that foot to the
ground again."” .

Several wecks! Margaret listened to his re-
treating steps, looked at her swollen and band-
aged ankle, and

bits of old linen. .

“ Miss Grey what will you do with me?”

“T1'I1 have {odo the best T can, I s'pose. Here
¥ou air, and we ean't neither of us help it
What can’t be eared’ll have to be endured,”
answered that lady, without pausing in her
work of putting to rights,

Having her presence accepted as an afllictive
dispensation was u new experience to Marga-
She had
for thinking of many things as

ample leisure
] noon wore away, and she hegan

hen at the figure moviag |
| husity abouf the room, picking up bottlcs and

the |

long—but I ean’t seem to think beyond to-
morrow. It some way scems as if everything
ends then.”

The touch of sadness so foreign to the voice,
and the lonk in Billy's dark eyes, haunted
Margaret's pillow that night. She vainly tried
to plan for them beyond the morrow, and even

{ when she slept they followed her in dreams,
sonud of a voice rigsing and falling in a vegular |

had nothing to do with emphasis or ex- |

“*Come! come!”
voice,

Then a hand fell on her shoulder, and she
awoke with a start to find the voice a reality.

“Quick! guick! the house is burning! I

called Miss Grey's excited

| thought you’d never wake!”

t a rushing,

in a moment the words atiracted her |
She |

man swaring to. and |

Through the windows came a flery glare and
crackling sound, and already the
room was filled with smoke. Margaret made
her way throogh the blinding clouds, catching
up arviicles here and there, her bewildered brain
aided by Miss Grey’s retreating call :

“ Gather what vou want most. here’s mo
hope for the house; we must save what we
can.”

“ Wiy does no one come? Can't we give the
alarin?” eried Margaret, as she rushed ont into

{' the open air with an armful of treasares, and
| turned a giance of terror at the blazing roof.

*Our voices wounldn't reach. The light 1]

i i .
| spread the story quickasst; but no one ean get
| hiere in time to save the house, or anything in

aud !

it bat what we bring ont,” answeared the owner
of  the house, resolutelyeplunging into the
stiflineg smoke again.

| have given, tearing up, lifting, and carrying out

and so, as |

1- ﬂlkt'\l i

“And his |

i

throngh the narrow passage that grew mo-
mently more sutfocating and perilous.

“We wnst let the rest go,” Miss Grey herself
announced, with grim resignation,
back ngainst a tree and watching the long fiery
arms that were crushing the building in a hor-
rible embrace,

* Kire!l"
hillside ; then otherwaices took it up, and the
sounds drew nearer,, Help was coming, too
late, Suddenly MissiGrey started, turning o
white fave to Margaret as ghe passed.

“The mail! I forgnt itL”

*“That litile bundlg! ™ ‘\%Vhat madness

But the unfinished sentence and detaining
hand were put swiitly aside.

“They belong to other folks; they were
trusted tome,” Miss (Grey explained, hurriedly,
asshe sprang forward and vanished in the lurid
smoke, :

It seemed hours that Margaret watehed for
her with straining eves, and she did not come;
ages before that shouting crowd drew near

{ enough to be directed tothe spot where she had

|
|

|

disappeared. Then moving figures swept in

| : .
It was awkward enough, she assured her- | Between the burning mass-and the place where

Margaret stood with Billy’s little hand tightly

She grew | clusped in hers, and, partially intercepted her
white, and faint with pain, and the voice afl view.

Loud voices- shouted contradictory
orders, dark groups swayed rapidly to and fro.
There was a erash ‘of burniug timbers, the
flames leaped np for & moment and sank again,
and the crowd, which had fallen back, parted
and let two smoke-blackened men pass through,
bearing a prostrate form.

Margaret could never clearly recall all the
incidents of that night. Her recollection was a

| confused mingling of terror, haste, stifling air,
aanounced the country prectitioner, an hour |

and horrible flame and sonnd. But the gray

| morning found the old house a charred and

fully to realize the imprisonment upon which |

shé had entered—that all her plauning had
ended in this,. How strangely it had hap-

i pened !

Now I shonldn't be surprised if 'twas Noxton |

| where you wus aimin' to go to?"” sheremarked, |

mall |

|

| roction

, Margie; it will be [

| branch road.

Wheream I9”

“Certamnly it was.

| tiom.

“In Knoxtown—altorcther a different kind |

of place.

That one wayv off in another di-
on AV

the other voad. You must ha
wade a mistake when you changed cars.”

theless the situation was embarrassing.
Dean sat down upon the door-step.

“Then I mnst go back. What is the earliest
train I can take?

“Won't be any passenger befora two o'clock
to-morrow afternoon.
Coine in and rest a spell. You'll
somewhere all night, and you

have to stay

| might as well 5-{:1:-' here.”

lesped iuto Tom's gray |

Miss Iean fonnd herself in a room as eool and
clean as it was plain and homely. With her
enirace the hostess seemed to coneede all elaims
to hospitality.

e

Miss |

*“The idea of leaving home just to bury my-
self here!™
“Nehemiali's plan, indeed! I
cortainly bave to build straight

the next two months if I build at g&ll.”

shall

wrinkle in her forchead.
“What is it? If 1 could help you—" gues-

tioned Margaret, and hesitated, She had

grown interested after watehing her a moment.
“'Well, you ean'’t,” said Miss Grey, dropping

with a perplexed

| her hard hands meditatively in her lap.

You see, this is only a |

“I'm trying to mak® over an old dress of my
great-aunt’s into a new one for mysalf, and
there ain't encugh of it. It seems as if

| ought to be abie o do it by this time, for my
; whole life has just been a-makin’ over, or
The door was thrown wide open at last, and

She led the way to an airy |

chamber, bronght fresh water, and suggested |

the possibility of an earlier supper than usual

L o |

| if desired.

* Do not incorvenience yourself in any way,”

| Margaret urged. “1 am very glad to stop here

after my stupid blundering, and I beg that yvon |
will let mo make as little trouble as possible.” |

“Well, I can’t afford to put myself out much,
that's honest,” was the prompt reply.  “1 keep
the village post office—though that don'tamount
to no grest—do dressmakin’ and tailorin’ be-

gides, and what with the cure of the house and |

garden, I've work enongh on my hands.”

They looked like it—brown roughened hands |

that had never lacked hard work, They were
a marked contrest to the delicale ones that had
fallen juto Murgaret’s lap, aud both women
uoticed it; but the elder only added, a little
more curtly, * You're welcome to stay until to-
morrow, though.”

A little head, with tangled yellow curls and
grave dark eyes, appeared for a moment at
the huall-opencd door, and Margaret’s quick
giznce of admiration atoned even for her white
hands. There was a curious softening of her
hostess’ hard face,

“ It is the clnld,” ghe said, “Go away, Billy.”

The face dissppenrcd, but a little later, when
Margaret was sitting in the wide portico, it

lovked mpon her again through the swaying |
vines, and presently s small brown hand was | 1t never oceurred to Susan to shirk the burdens

pushed through and touched the trimming of
her dress with grave curiosity.

“Won't you run around here and talk to
me* ” ghe asked, amused.

Dut there was no running. He came slowly,
with the pitifol sound of a little cruteh on the
walk, and sat down on the steps at her feet,
and looked up at her with a mingling of plaas-
urs and wonder,

“ 2id vou come from heaven ?” he asked.

“No, indeed ! ¥ ghe launszhed, though with a
quick thought that the life from which she had
comp might seem like paradise compared with
this.

“1 thought mebbe— Itlookeéd like a star
on your finges 7 ohserved Billy, wateching her
ring—Toui's one extravagant gift-——asit flashed
back the last rays of sunlight. Then his eyes

patchin’ up, or turnin’ best side out, of what
somebody else has used or wasted or spoiled
before I got it.  It's taken my best days to eke
out shortcomin’s and patch up blunders, 've
never had apything fresh and new to start
on.”

“Excopt Billy?” ventored Margaret, as the
child's sunny head appeared at a window.

“Eilly! Well—" 3liss Grey pansed, That
little hall-brother was dearer to ber even than
she knew, but he was perplexing also. Some-
thing that looked out from his dark eves and
gpoke in bis wistful tones was more ditHcult
than anything else to fit into her hard homely
lite; it did not scem to belong there. But she
would not say so; she was beginning already
to wonder at what she had said. With a quick
Lreath that would have heen a sigh on less
determined lips, she bent over her work again.
Upon those stooped and rounded shoulders
life’s burdens had fallen early.

the penally of being considered “*smarl” and
i

“capable” by having whatever the others of |

the family were too busy, too indolent or too
selfish to do always “left for Susan.” When
her discouraged mother slipped away out of the
world,she found herselfalone to plan forand sup-
ply what her careless, improvident father never
provided—to supplement his love of ease with
her self-denial, and economize while hie wasted.
After- hard years he had erowned his extrava-
gances by bringing home a fragile young wite
whom he could not support, and, that feat ae-
complished, had comfortably died and left her
to Busan's care, as she, a little later, lefv Billy,

that others dropped. She had taken them up

resolutely one by one, and gone on her way,

never having had time for a life of her own.

Bo it happeved naturally that having ac-
cepted Muargaret's stay as one of her “allot-
ments,” she gave faithfully the best care in her
power,

“A kinduness that can never be itemized in
the bill, nor repaid in any way,” said Margaret,
regretfully. *You have s0 much to do, it
geems strange that I should bave been thrown
on your hands.”

“ Mebby,"” suggested Billy, gravely—“ mebby
yon was throwed for me. ’Cause I don’t have
things like—folks. P'm—" he hesitated, and
looked at her foot—* I'm the gladdest kind of
sorry.”

Her presence scemed indeed & constant
pleasure to the child, He hung about her
adniired her pretty dresses and ornm_nw&
listened in delight whenever she spoke
world of “ folks” from which she cawe, |

She had paid |
{ and bny a horse ?

and
the

ehe sighed, reviewing the situa- |

smounldering ruin, while in a little cabin down
the hillside lay its mistress, with her last work
for * other folks” done. Every aid that could
be given had been rendered, but the physician
shook his head as he turned away. Margaret
sat beside her, sad-eyed and still.
to-morrow hevond which they econld not see,

“Don’t frot about it,” said the steady prac-
tical voice, in nearly its usual tone, *"Twould
be queer to be here, anyhow, with the old house
gone.” Then, after & pause, ** Everything up
yvonder is fo be ‘made new ’; don’t it say so? I
think I'd be glad to go—but for Billy.”

“TLeave him to me,” said Margaret earnestly.
“1love the child. He shall have all the care

hat 1 ean give him."

The suflerer's eyes flashed wide epen with a
quick glad look. “Why,” she said, brightly,
“1'd have been willing to die any time to gain
that for the child.”

Then the tired lids fell, and with the bright-
ness still on her face she wis away.

Two days later Margaret reached home., The
evening lamps gleamed a welcome, and the
fire, lighted because of the chill rain, threw a

| cheery glow over the pretty room, where, with

before me for |

Billy tneked away for the night, Margaret and

| good Megegins lingered, woman-like, over the
Straight before her in the next room sat Miss |
| Grey, bending busily over cloth and pattern |

There was comfort in the information that |
the other was a digercent kind of place, pever- |

beauty of the golden curls and the longe lashes,
and cven of the little lame foot, concerning
which Meggins declared herself “moral cer-

| tain that it wight be cured, or leastivays made

a good deal straighter and stronger,”

Tom, attracted by the bright windows, came
with eager grdeting. *“And you are really
home again, Margie. Did you carry out your

| plan 27

L]

by

“Not exactly mine; it was—Nehemiah's, I
think,”

“ Nehemiah's?? repeated Tom, bewildered,
and scarcely liking the name. “ And did you
find your noblo lives?”

“1I found one—yes,”
reverently.

* And your work?”

“Yes; I brought that home with me. Come
an® sce;” and she led him to the sleeping
child,

“ But after all, Margie,” said Tom, when the
talk had grown an hour long, “if you only
wanted some one to take eare of, you know—"

“Yes, T know,” she laughed. “Idon’t much
mind if I do take you too, Tom. I don'tlike
to flatter your vanity, but familiar objects
sometimes appear to wonderful advantage when
we go far enough away to take a bird's-eye
view of Ul&l]l.”—-!{dl’jfﬁ’&fcr May.

Margaret answered,

1+ n
Lok

A Yery Wicked Tennessea Mule,
[From the Sweetwaler Sentinel.]

Isn't'it about time'for the local authorities to
sell the mule that used to drasw the town hearse
Twice lately he has balked
and detained processions on bitterly cold days
for over an hour, and only last week he kicked
in the front of the vehicle and seriously dam-
aged the corpse.  People are beginning to gef
enongh of this sort of thing, and if the anthori-
ties don't take proper action a citizen’s meeting
will be called,

A Man Who Can Split a Needle.
[From the ITarlford Courant.]

Charles Somearyille, o machinist employed in
the lock works at Stamford, is g0 expert in his
business that he eanseat an ordinary sewing-
muachine needle in two lengthwise, drill a hole
throngzh each half and then fusten them to-
gether 50 aceurately that the place where it was
soparated eaunot be secn.

—_—— e
Consumpiion Cured, .

An old physician, retived from practice, hav-
ing had placed in his hands by an Bast India
missionary the formuln of a simple vegetable
remedy for the spreedy and permanent cure for.
Consumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma, and
all threat and Inng afiections, also a positive
and radical cure-for nervous debility and all
nervous complaints, afier having tested its
wonderful curative powers in thonsands of
cases, has felt it his duty to make it known to
his sufléring fellows. Actuated by this motive
and a desire to relieve human suffering, I will
send free of charge, to all who desire it, this
recipe, in German, Freneh, or English, with
full directions for preparing and using, Sent

mai by addressing, with stamp, naming this
W 4. Novis, i Foer Bochester,

P

leaning |

shouted a haarse voice far down the |

This was the |

like the _aagla. He even sent one of his
girls—a wmmd—oﬂ to the HE

GOOD-BYE TO DIXIE.

The Escaped Prisoners’ Story---A

Night Alarm.

[By Join F. Hill, Co. K, 300 0. V, 1]

IV.

We had just fallen into a doze when the dogs
set up an alarming barking and we heard some
one halloing at the top of his voice. Our host,
Mr. Yates, was disturbed as well as ourselves,
and, going to the door, inguired, in a gruff
voice: ** What is wanted?”

“Which is the way to Thompson's tavern,
and can we stay all night?” was the reply.

The strangers were told that they were
within two miles of the tavern, but that he
did not think he could keep them over night,
since he did not know who they were or what
their business was.

To this they responded that they were Con-
federate soldiers, on duty at Danville, and
were in search of some runaway Yankees who
hmlh escaped from the prison there on Saturday
night,

“By the Eternal, yon don't say so0,” said
Yates. “How many of the bine devils have
got away ?"

“ About sixty,” they replied.

Our host spoke in a very loud voice, for no
other reason, as we believed, than that we
might hear what he said, and his words made
the very hair on our heads stand on end. In-
deed, we bezan to fear that after all we had
becn deceived.

“Come in, come in,” said Yates, as if he
were commanding a brigade of soldiers; “ecome
in, gentlemen, and let us hear all sbout it. I
have some of as good apple-jack as you ever
drank in Old Virginia.”

“Good God,” says Stookey to me, “we are
betrayed ; what shall we do?” I advised him
to be guiet, and to wateh and wait.

The soldiers accepted the invitation, and we
could hear their sabers rattle as they waiked
across the rooms below, and the noise they
made while langhing and talking, but could
not understand what they were sayving.

However, they only remained abonf an honr,
and with joy we heard them depart. “Old
Eternal 7 went out with them and said some-

thing about keeping a sharp lookout, and the |

sonnd of the retreating hoof-beats of their

| horses was the sweetost music you ean imagine.
| We were mnow ready to commend otr-

selves to the care of an Allwise Provi-
dence for the remainder of the night, but
before we went to sleep we hastily reviewed
the scenes of the past day. Some hand more
than human had evidently guided our steps
that day and had provided us with trne and
devoted friends. And so we fell asleep again,

Mariacit i atedint 1 6 worked | but it seemed as if we had just closed our eyes
RTINSy DI g ‘“'1' et Mot 1| When we were aroused by Mr. Yates.
With a_sirengih thav only desperation Could | ¢ that we must get up at once, dispose of the

{ breakiast which he had made ready, and then

He told

repair with him to a new hiding place, as he
thought it wonld not be safe for us to remain
in or about his house during the day. He in-
formed us that he had learoped from the soldiers

| that the authorities were making great efforts

for our recapture., A number of our fellow-
prisoners had already been recaptured, and a
tew had even gone back of their own accord

on Sunday, having neither the strength nor |
As soon as |

fortitude to pursus their journey.
breakfast was over, therefore, Mr. Yates and
his little son conducted us to a dense thicket
about half a mils from the house. It had
formerly been a cultivated field, but bad bzen
negliected, and the sccond growth of oak, chest-
natand pine was so thick that we had to get
down on our hands and knees in order to force
our way into if. We had gone a distance of
ghout one hundred yards from the road when
Mr. Yates said we were sufliciently coneealed
and left us for the day, promising to send us
our dinner out by his little boy, and in the
evening to come out himself and bring us some
clothes.
TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 17TH.

We now had a chance to make up the lost
sleep of the last three days, and having pre-
pared a bed of leaves, we huddled together in it
as warm and comfortable as could be, and in a
few moments were far away in dreamland.

It was about noon when we awoke, feeling
monchrefreshed. - Twelve o'elock came and we
bégan to look for our diuner, but no boy ap-
peare®. We could hear horsemen riding up
and down the road, and we knew from the
rattling of their sabers that they were Con-
federate soldiers, but feeling sure that they
could not penetrate to our hiding place, we
were not greatly alarmed. The afternoon
slowly wore away, but withont any signs of
dinner, and we began to imagine that there was
something wrong. Towards sundown, how-
ever, the boy arrived with a basket of pro-
visions. He said that the Confederates had
come to his house that morning and made his
father turn out to help in thesearch fornus. He
told us also that eight of our men had been cap-
tured thatday in sight of the house, on the publie
road, along which they were traveling, and his
mother had given them theirdinner. He further
informed us that his father had not got back yet,
and he could not tell when he would. We ate
a very large supper, and after dispatching it
felt so well and strong that we told the boy we
would not wait any longer, but would resnme
our journcy that night. We accordingly sent a
message of thauks to his father and dismisse
him.

It was a little after dark when we began to
erawl ifTom our hiding place, and started out
once more for the “Land of Promise.” We
dashed off at a furious speed, in & northeast
direction, paying no sttention to roads and
making our way over cultivated fields and
through the trackless woods. We had probably
traveled half a dozen miles, and having emerged
from & cqrunfield, were crossing a road or lane
when we heard some one riding rapidly to-
wardsus, Inour hurry to climb a fence upon
the oppusite side of the road in order to get
into the pasture beyond, we all threeattempted
to elimb overat the same panel, and as a result
the top Tail gave way. The writer fell back-
wards’into the road again, but his two com-
panions fell forwards, and had searcely touched
the ground when they took to their heeis and
went bounding off like deer. By the time I
had got on my feet again the horseman had
ridden up. 1 saw instantly, by the light of
the moon, that he was a negro. As he passed
me he raised his cap and said, “ Howdy do,
massa,”  Of conrse, 1 felt very much relioved,
and tlattered myself that I was not such a fool
as my two companions, to run away from a
genteel and polite African! It was some time
before I found my comrades, and when I did,
they were at the farther side of the pasture,
hid in a fence corner and panting like doygs.
Afterindulging in a good langh over our fright,
we started off again, and did not meet a single
other person that night. We traveled very
rapidly over a level country, and erossed in the
night quite a large stream of water that in
wading we found to be more than waist deep.
Its name I never knew. The moon went down
about midnight, but we continued onr journey
for an hour or so longer, until we found that we
‘were beginning to wander from our course,
when we halted and looked about for a snitable
camping place. We finally selected the side of
a log in a dense thicket of small underbrush,
It was agreed that we should all three sleep
that night in one bed. The place in the mid-
dle was considered the post of pleasure, and we
got into quite an argument as to who should
eceupy that station. We were all wet and cold,
and each desired the place. "The question was
finally determined in favor of Sergeant Steoky,
as he was the ranking officer, with the under-
standing that thereafier we should take turns,
As I was next in rank, the coveted position
would be mine the following night.

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 18TH.

We were up before the sun the next morning,
and off in the direction of asmall cabin that was
nestled away in the Lrush, to hunt for break fast.
It was Stookey's tarn to make the call, bnt he was
unsucceessful, He found that the inmates had
nothing to give us, as they were all sick. So
we went half a mile further wp in the woods,
to a small eabin that stood in the middle of a
clearing, and asked for something to eat. Here
we had better luck., We were made welcome
to what the occupants had, and when they
found out who we were the old man of the
house danced for joy. Ilis name was Swmith,
ani he had been a soldier in the war of 1512,
and we found that there was still burning in
lhis bosom the fire of devotion to his flag aud his
conntry. While breakfast was being prepared,
he kept up a parade about us, patting us on the
shoulders, staring us in the face, and then peep-
ing out of doors to see if any one was coming,
He wonld have worshiped us if we had had
wings _

e woods to keep

i sad notify us if sl
g Wi we v ;

Sy

breakfast in & small kitchen near by, the cld

man stood in the yard, in front of the door, |
going throngh an exercise with a hoe-handle,

to show us how he was tanght the mannal of
arms when a young man, many long years ago,
on the shores of Lake Erie. After hreakfast he

told us we could eamp in his woods for the day,

and promised, in case he should hear or see
anything that might endanger our safely, that
he would have “Sallie give three toots on the
dinner horn, repeated three times at short in-
tervals.” At this signal we were to be on our
guard. At leaving, he filled our pockets with
coru-dodgers and dried beef, and told us where
to go.

in diameter, in a dense copse. We gathered
some leaves for a bed, and, after talking over
the incidents of onr journey, divided ourselves
into three watches as usual, and two of us went
to sleep while the other kept guard. The day
passed quietly, and we were not disturbed by
* Sallie’s horn "—a blast from which was as
much dreaded by us as if it had come from Ga-
briel's. At dark we were off agaig, over fields
and woods, till we came toa road béiring nearly
west. This we followed at a rapid gait. In the
early evening we met three or four persons on
the road, but as soon as we saw or heard them
approach we hid in the bush. We were like
desperate eriminals fleecing from justice, and
we felt as if every man’s hand was against us.

OVER THE MOUNTAINS,

Towards midnight we struck a more broken
country, and at last came to what is called
Turkey Mountain. It was not very formid-
able, and we crossed it by following the mean-
derings of a small creek, the road crossing it
every few rods, and compelling us to wade the
stream each time. It was about kuee deepand
as cold as ice, and we must have crossed it
thirty or more times in going threc miles,
Ahput three o'clock in the morning we came out
into a valley west of the mountain. We wers
very much chilled by this time, and began to
look about for some place to build a fire. We
finally came across a cabin, in which a small
light was seen. We rapped, and a small lad
got up and opened the door. We told him
we wanted to warm ourselves, as we were
very cold, and had been fraveling all
night, and that we were Confederate officers
out on some secret duty for the government.
We warned him notto tell anybody that he
had seen us, in case any one should come along
inquiring for such persons as we were, and he
promised ushe would not. He informed us, also,
that his parents were away from home, and
that there was no one there but himstIf and
his two big sisters. Affer he had built up a

| good warm fire we told him he might go to
L, -

bed again, as we would not do him or any one
else any harm. Hedid as we told him, and
he actually thought we were marshals. We
sat around the fire till nearly day, warmed
ourselves thoronghly and rested our weary
lHmbs, Just as we were starting the lad zot up
again, and we asked him to give us something
to eat. He said he counld not do this, as there
was none cooked, and, as we diild not feel like
waiting, heshowed us across a field to where his
Aunt Reynolds lived, and said we would be
certain to get something there to eat. We
reached the house just at the time that Mrs.
Reyuolds was building her fires,
her eabin, told her who we were, and
asked for breakfast. Indeed, we puf ourselves
entirely in her power by telling over azain our
‘sad story of prison life. She listened with much
patience, and when we got through she ex-
claimed: “Is it pessible that yon are some of
those brave men who eseaped from Danville?
There were people sll through here yesterday
hunting for your men. Euat,” using consider-
able emphasis, “ you need not be alraid of me,
I am Union, and so are all my people. Sam
and I never agreed upon this question. He is
my husband. and is now in the rebel army, but
to tell you the truth he and I could never sce
alike anvhow.” We hardly knew what to
make of her, but she pressed us so cordially to
sit down and make ourselves easy, assuring us
that she would have our breakiast ready in a
fow minufes, that we did so. While she at-
tended to the eooking in another room we sat
eozily around the fire and eonversed freely
about the devotion and loyalty of the poorer
class of women in Virginia.

We did not dream of any danger, when who
should come boldly stalking into the room bat
a man dressed in a grey rebel uniform and earry-
ingz an Enfield rifie. He sat down near the door
and appeared as if at home. He held his rifle
between knees and begun to ehat quite freely.
For a momen¥ I thought it was all over with
us, and that we had walked deliberately into a

trap.
[ To be continued.]

SONGS OF THE CAMP.

When This Cruel War is Over,

Dearest love, do youn remember
When we last did meet,

How vou told me that you loved me,
Kneeling at my feet!

Oh! how prouid you stood before me,
In your suit of blue,

When vou vow'd to me and country,
Ever to be true.

CHORDY
Weeping, sad and lonely,
Hopes and fears, how vain;
Yet praying, when this cruel war is over,
Praying: that we meet again!

Yhen the summer breeze is sighing,
Mournfully along!

Or when antuomn lgaves are falling,
Sadiy breathes the song.

Oft, in dreams, | see thee lying
On the battle plain,

Louoely, wounded, even dying,
Calling, but in vain,

If, amid the din of battle,
Nobly yon should fall,

Far away from those who love voa,
None to hear yoa call ;

Who would whisper words of comfors,
Who wonld socthe vour pain ?

Al! the many cruel fancies,
Ever in my brain,

But our eountiry called you, darling,
Angels cheer your way:

While our Natioh's sons are fighting,
We can only pray.

Nobly strike for God and liberty,
Let all nations see

How we love our starry banner,
Emblem of the free!

-

Gen. Garfleld and Our Ex-Soldlers.
[Capt. A. E. Paimer’s address at Las Vegas.)

I was in Washington in February and March,
1877, during the electoral count. Some of the
Grand Army feared that the rebel brigadiers
might bridal their tongues and draw their
swords fo overthrow the Government. I was
one of the many there to meet them. I had a
letter to General Garfield, Congressman from
Ohio—just a note of introduction from a dear
friend and a comrads of his, & brother staff
officer with him on Rosecrans’ stall. Of course
this mutual friend bad given me & big send-off;
but the point that scemed to interest the Gen-
eral was that I was an ex-officer and soldier,
and now a citizen of Nebraska. He caught me
by the right hand with a truly western grip,
resting his left on my shoulder with a sort of
& ‘“how are you way,” and as he shock my
hand he said, “Captain, I am glad to know
you; I am proud to mest you, as I am anyand
all good soldiers who battled for the Union,
more particularly as a soldier from the west,
Do you know, Comrade Pulmer, that my heart
goes out to those brave boys who returned their
blood-stained weapons to the Government and
went out to battle with poverty and privations
of a pioneer life; to till the soil of western wilds;
dig and delve in the mountains, battling with
wild animals and wild Indians, grasshoppers
and cyclones, to give us an empire in the west.
God bless those boys. 'Tis there we find the
Old Guard. I hope to live to go west and join
them at their Camap-fires—keop them burning.”
Boys, be time to the cause that inspired yon to
become a soldier of the Union.

Changing the Searlet for the Gray.
[ From the 8¢, Jomes (London) Gozette, )

The proposal to introdnce a new fighting
dress into the English army appears rather
startling, and there are probably not fifty men
in these isles who will not st first revolt from
tha thought that the so-called British scurles
will no longer be seen on any ficld of battle,
and that the thin red line will beeome & mere
tradition. There are many solid objections to
the measnre. An army elings with almost
superstitious devotion to its traditionsl dress:
aud in mbre than one service the abolition of
the pig-tail almost cansed a mutiny, If we
could suddenly strip the armny and navy to-
morrow, and make them excbange unifo
the men of both services would slink about four
wecks or mo to come with little less aente-
ness of shame than a young lady would feel if
sent into a ball-room in cos~

morning
tume, or made to sit down to luncheon ins
low-tecked ball dress. I is nok that our sol+

We entered ‘

We followed his instructions and found |
a nice retreat behind a large log, about four feet |

dier, or zailor, or girl would obicet to the par-
ticnlar dres=es in themselves, but to the incon=
gruity of them under the circumsiances
with reference to the general fecling.

A FAMQUS EXPLOIT.

How the Relel Signal Flag was Shot Away af Looks
out Mountein,

[ From the Duyton Journal.]

It is not known to many Dayton people tha
one of her citizens, a quiet, unassuming old
gentleman who is seen on the streets every day
as he takes his quiet walks, drawing calm ene
Joyment from his pipe, which he incessantly
swokes, was the hero of two brilliant exploits
that have gone into history. The man referred
to is John Marshall, the veteran shoemaker,
now in the decline of lifi, which is rendered
comfortable by the peusion his services during
the rebellion bas earned him,

For gallantry in action at Shileh, John Mare
shall was promoted to licutenmant of artitiery.
How he saved battery M, Fifth regiment, is s
matter of record in the war archives at Wash-
ington. It is not that with which this article
has to treat, but a subsequent and even greater
exploit.

At various times and places one of the Jour-
nal’s young men had heard of what John Mar-
shall did at Lookout Mountain referred to, and
50 one day he made up his mind to have the
whole story from€he veteran's fips. Accord-
ingly, he started, bunted hia down, and, cor-
nering him, vowed he wonid ;.:i\"e him ne peice
until he had a full and reliable account of haw
he shot the flag off Lookout Mountain. Mr.
Marshall is a modest man. He would rathes
have not told the story ; but he is at the sume
time an obliging man, and conrtesy eompeiled
him to acguiesce. To give it in his own lan-
guage, word for word, just as he uttered is,
would be the most interesting way of relaiing
the incident, but that i mpossible,

Mr. Marshall is a vetersn of the Euglish srmy,
having served thirteen years in the aztiliery.
In those thirteen years he learned the duty of
an enlisted man in his branch of the service
thoroughly. But to come to the story. In
October and November, 1563, Hooker's army
lay in the valley overlooked by Lookout Moun-
tain, which in the latter month they so zal-
lantly stormed. Right on the point of the
promontory the rebelsigznal corps had a flaz sta-
tion established. From this pomnts all of Hook-
er’s meneuverscould be seen, and intelligence
immediately telegraphed by meansof the signal
flag to General Bragzz. Thas it will be seen
that it was desirable to shoot away that flas.

Across the Tennesee af Mocrusin Point the
six 10-pound Rodmans of the Eizhteenth Olio
battery were planted. John Macshall was lien-
tenant ol the Eighteenth Ohio battery, He
eould see that flaunting flagof the rebel signal
station as it waved ils intelligenee day Ly day,
and it taunted him. He kunew he could cut it
down with one of the Rofl s guns; bat his
captain frowped on his’ uption I pre-
tending to know more ti superior offi-
cers: for had not General o 2. Chief of
Artillery of the Army of the Cumse. _and, said
that it couldn't be dome? What business had
a lientenant to boast himself of being able te
do what the chief of artillery had declared
afficially could not be done?

For that flag had annoved others besides
Marshall. Jt annoved those high in anthority
so mich that, at the instunce of General Hookes,
General Branoan, Colonel Barnett and Major
Mendenhall came over from Chattancosa with
the express purpose of aseertaining if a gun could
be trained from Moeeasin Point so as to send &
shot that weuld bumble that taunting flag.
They came to the unanimous conclosion thas
it was impossible on seevunt of the great eleva-
tien.

John Marshall watched the estimating with
interest, and when the conclusion was an-
nounced he stepped up, and touching his cap
in military style, said to General Brannan:

“ General I

“Well, sir?*

“Ifyouwill ziveme pormission totry, I think
I can shoot that flag off there!”

The general looked as him sternly a momens,
and then said :

“ Go to your qnarters, sir, under arrest!™

Bat this was not the end. The Eighteenth
battery was attached to General Whittaker's
brizade, and biuff General Whittaker took
more stock in Marshall than did the susters
Brannan. He had a fellow feeling with him,
too; for the flaz was a thorn in the flesh to him.
Every morning he would take his gliss and
look to see if the flag was still therv, and in-
variably as he took the zlass from his eyes a
labig, big, epithet exploded wrathfolly from his
lips. He was wond-to talk with Marshall abous
1t

“Marshall™ he wonld say, “You are sure
you can shoot down that flag?

“Ican, sir”

“But, you know what General Brannan
says, Marshall?”

“1 do, sir. But with all respect to General
Brannan, I maintain I can do ie"

Une night Whittaker sent for Marshall te
come to his headquartera. When he got there
he said :

*“ Marshall, I've been to Chatfuncoga to-day
and ['ve signed my name fo 3600 for vou™

“Sizned 3600 for me? Why, what'sgihat for,
General

“Well zir, I am going to have yon try at thal
flag, and General Braonan says you wiil burst
a gun, atud I have gone security to the amound
of $600, and to-morrow morning you shall
make the trial.

Jobhn Marshall went back to his quarters thas
night a happy man. He was now 0 have the
opportunity to show that he could do us much
as hesaid. He felt the hour of his mmuph
approaching.

In the morning, after breakfist, Genersl
Whittaker came down to the Point. Marshall
was already there. His gun sguad wore in
perfect drill, for he had shown them so ofien
bow he wonld do it if he only could got pere
mission, and they had taken so much mteresd
that each man was proficieut in his part,

The general took his place whers ke conld
watch the effect of the shott He wusa little
anxious, “ Now, Marshall” he said, “be ¢
ful! Don’t you explodea gun aad kill Dis
yourself, and s half dozen men"

“Never fear, General,” responded Marshall,
confidently. “I'll hurt no gun. Now watch
where the first shot goes.”

Everything in readiness, Marshall pulled the
lIanyurd. General Whittaker took the glasses
from his eyes, and snid:

“Too high, Marshall; too high! It
handrad vards above the flag.”

“Yes, sir, I know that: and the next shob
will be fifty yards above it.”

And the next shot was fifiy vards above ik

“ Now, General, this tima I'll fetek the fl

The gun boomed. General Whittaker looked
and loaked for the flag. At lasté he burst oul,
“ By — Marshall, she's gone.”

In his delight he forgot the distinctions of
rank, and, handing his glass to & private of the
gun squad, told him to take alock. The sol-
dier did so, and corroborated the general. The
glass passed around, and all saw that the flag
was gone.

Geuneral Whittaker went to Marshall and
gaid : *“ Marshall my man, I congratulute vou
I'm going right over to Chattanooga and tell
General Brannan that the Eighteenth Ohie
battery knows more than he does.”™

General Brannan was an hosorable man, ifa
striet otficer, and when he heard thsat Marshall
had sncceeded in shooting the flag, he sent him
his congratulations, snd commended him for
his skill. Buat General Whittaker enjoyed
Marshall's triumph even more than did Mar-

shall himself, and healways aftorwards treated
him with great consideration and favor, and
he would rub his hands sand laugh with the
intensest of relish whenever he had occasion to
reiate how Lieutenant Marshall, of the
Eighteenth Ohio battery, know more of
tical gunnery than the chief of ordnance of
the Army of the Cumberiand, and had forced
him to ke water on an opinion.

o

Astrovomieal,
| From Life.]

Wife (who has been sitting up for delinguent,
who enters with an mnbieila over his head }—
Are von crazy? Have von been goicg abomd
the strects with your umbrella up this starlighd
night?

Weary Hushand—That's just it, dear. It'w
the stars—perfect avalanche of ‘em-—couldo’s
dodge "em, 50 put—up m' umbrella, Th
prople would think I was iatoxicated if I
didn't.

Wife—1If vou didn't what?

“Tired” PDue—Dun no,

Young or middle aged men suffering from
nervous debility, loss of memory,
old age, as the resu’t of bad habits, shoald

went 8
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